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INTRODUCTION 


Susan Myra Gregory is of the true lineage of Sappho, which 
is not to say that her poems are in any wise imitative or de- 
rivative, in the literary sense of these words. Rather, it means 
that she has written with a peculiarly feminine grace, with 
beauty and melody and passion, and has sung of the simple 
immemorial, esoteric things that have changed little, if at all, 
since the time of “the supreme head of song.” 

The elder gods are gone, it is true—at least, the scientists 
and religionists would agree that they are gone, But the moon 
and the sea remain, and the yellow violets of spring and the 
yellow leaves of autumn, and human love with its sadness and 
delight, and the sweet, intolerable sense of the brevity of our 
stay “between the sunlight and the grass.” It is from these, 
and from other symbols of a like loveliness or pathos, that the 
gentle and wistful and often deeply poignant magic of this 
poet is derived. And while these things endure, and while 
there are hearts to hear awed the wings of Eros in starlight or 
moonlight, and while there is still the red spark of Antares 
above the summer fields at evening, and the blue flame of 
Sirius over the winter wood, it seems impossible that such 
poetry as hers will not always have its lovers, 
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PRELUDE 


Does the sun shine warm over Pozo? 
Do the blue hills bask in the noon? 
Do the young larks sing, “Pozo, Pozo ”’.-- 
And under a primrose moon 


Does the primrose open its petals 
Delicate --. ghostly «. still ? 

Do the lambent lights of the stars hang 
Close to the grass-sweet hill ig 


Does an old song float on the twilight, 
Ghost of a long fled spring? 

Do the wraiths of the years of roses 
Drift on the night and cling 7? 


Does the road lie clear in the moonlight, 
Where once, while the hours sped soon, 
Three children ran as the winds run , 
And raced with the Pozo moon ? 
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TONIGHT 


Dear, is tonight not fair? 

Hear how the waters sing. 
Spring stirs upon the air... 

In our hearts, spring. 


Is there some place past death 
Where still our lips shall meet ? 
Now we draw breath for breath 
Now our hearts beat. 


Shall we beyond death’s gate 
Meet still in death’s despite ? 
Ah, dear, let us not wait... 
Love me tonight! 
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AUTUMN NIGHT 


Beauty so keen is like a two-edged sword, 
Or like swift shining flames that kiss and kill. 
This moonlight stirs the same vague restlessness 
That under other moons was wont to thrill 


The heart of Semele, so soon to win 
Immortal radiance through divine desire. 
God --- I could run among your stars this night, 
Shod with strange winds, and bodied with white fire! 
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NOCTURNE 


O little moon above the trees, 
Older than memories of kings , 
What hosts of ancient mysteries 
You hold --- what secret heart of things! 


Do you regret your ancient world 
And sigh to see dead Babylon--- 

Its dancers by a mad flame whirled , 
Aglow like poppies in the sun? 


And did you see the torches flare 
Amid the roses and the wine, 

Or gild the grace of winding stair bey, 
That led to beauty’s flowered shine? 


Did you look down on secret things 

Within the temple’s altared groves, 
And see the majesty of kings 

Grow pale before their lawless loves ? 
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And when love caught her in his snare 

And drew her tryst-wards, did you kiss 
To silver on the sleeping stair 

The sandals of Semiramis ? 


Do you grow sad to think of nights 

When veil-clad priestesses would bend 
And chant before your altar lights 

“Great Istar lasteth without end !’’ 


Do pictures still before you pass 

Of marble palaces’ white pride 
Against a black, mysterious mass 

Where tamarisk and cedar sighed ? 


Pictures in which you played a part, 
Above the stately columns swung, 

And, smiling in your golden heart, 
Knew all the gladness lovers sung. 
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Sometimes on nights when thus you swing 
Above transplanted eastern trees, 
Do you again hear whispering 
That wakes your ancient ecstasies ? 


And do you fancy in the gloom, 

Perfumed with fluttering night flowers, 
They walk, your lovers, from their tomb 

Out of those golden, godless hours, 


And there in scorn of modern men 

And all their little, hampered race 
Waken antiquity again -- 

Meet in a glorious, mad embrace... 


O, little moon above the trees, 

What shadows out of ancient years, 
What tomb-enfolded mysteries 

Have swathed you in their mist of tears! 


AUGUST NIGHT 


The white moth flickers through the dusk 
And finds the lily’s argent breast, 
The eager primrose opens wide, 

And in the west 


Flowers a young moon. Earth awaits 
With yearning arms her lover night, 
Cruelly beautiful. Each rose 

Thrills with delight 


And breaks into new loveliness, 
Standing entranced this charmed space 
Till ardent night shall gather earth 

In close embrace, 


Now drinks the moon the rose’s lips ««». 

Now the faint primrose swoons to know 

The star’s kiss burn her heart -- and now 
Wan lilies glow 


With silver fire -- and swift flame runs 
Electric through all] earth-born things, 
There is a stirring in the dusle 

The moth’s white wings 


Tremble, and for a moment poise, 

And, languorous with rapture, close, 

Love, find me in the garden, as the moth 
Has found the rose. 
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NIGHT FIRES 


There's flame in the west and the tall tiger-lilies, 
There’s wine that the passion-flowers spill on the wind, 

The air is like perfumes that rise from red flowers 
Abloom in the summery gardens of Ind. 


The primrose unfolds to the touch of the moth-wing, 
The garden laughs low to the whisper of night, 
And riotous, maddening, primal, eternal, 
Life stirs in the shadows and flames in the light. 


The world is athrill with some wild undercurrent 
Of magic and mystery, shadow and fire; 

The warm wind goes wandering, mad for adventure, 
The hour is a vision, a dream, a desire. 


The heart of the earth beats in fierce exultation 
That night, the far wanderer, whispers her name 

And seeks her again in a passion of yearning, 
Beloved, I wait in the shadow and flame! 
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SLEEP AFTER SONG 


All yesternight entranced I lay, and heard 
Music on music fall, till | became 

Heavy with loveliness. I was a wind 

Faint with flown jasmine; a remembering flame 


Bitter and sweet with bitter blossoms burned 
Into my heart; a Danaean pool by night, 
Avid of one high star’s intensity, 

Draining through shaken shadows the delight 


Ineffable of his fierce radiance, 

Spirit and flesh fused to a fragile bell 
Reverberating for regretted sound 
Slow waning over soundless asphodel. 


Lying surrendered to strange sleep, I felt 

The rapturous wings of Eros brush me; grown 
Mad with immortal melody, I knew 

The crushing lips of song upon mine own 


In one long, unforgetable caress. 

Till from myself I passed, while into me 
The anguish of unearthly cadences 
Wine unto wine --- swift water to the son, 


Poured in divine inmingling, and I drew 
Through me and through beyond oblivion, 
Drowned in the trembling silence that was Ly 
The burning beauty of Aldebaran! 
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AGAIN 


What is this thing that draws your eyes to mine 
And maks heart leap to heart exultantly 

As flame embracing flame? What alchemy 
That thus o’erbrims with singing golden wine 


The empty cup of hours? In what foregone 
Unfathomed past did our two stars first rise 
Together on the night of time? What lies 
Beyond the veil that memory has drawn 


Over old lives in other age and clime, 

Of shining moments shared, of beauty known 
Together in some irised hour long blown 
With riven petals down dim gulfs of time? 


For this is no new meeting. In your eyes 
Shadows of memories pass, like fugitive 
Reflected wings that to clear waters give 
Their swift, disturbing image --- memories 


Ever eluding capture. From what lives 
Perished and still imperishing, lives on 

This miracle of quick communion 

Trancending words, this radiance that survives 


Cycle on cycle while time’s wheel endures? 
In what dim past did our two stars first rise 
Out of the void? In what far centuries 
Shall my star lift again to burn by yours? 
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RED ROSE 


Spring is returning, and you are not here. 
I cannot bear this beauty, it but turns 

A dagger in my heart and smiles, The flame 
That in the red rose burns 


Burns in my being with a fiercer fire 

That knows no quenching. Could you step this night 
Out of the shadows in your own old way, 

Your laughing eyes alight 


With spring, her very meaning in your voice ««« 
Vain, lying vision! Still the red rose burns 
Implacable, and cruel as the rose, 
Without you, spring returns. 
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WHEN SPRING COMES BACK 


I miss you so when spring comes back again. 
Winter I can endure, but when the hills 

Flush into life, and almond flowers wake, 
And the light laughter of the young year thrills 


The world, then every lark song cries for you; 
The first wake-robin waits to greet your eyes, 
And elfin shooting-stars stand fluttering, 
Tiptoe to hear your words of glad surprise. 


The manzanitas lift their cups of wine, 

The bees you loved, about them drift and sing --- 
And every lyric note is edged with pain, 

And every blossom is a thorned thing. 
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WITHIN THE WALLS 


Within the walls of this old garden square 

The spirit of a thousand roses calls, 

And white syringa blossoms haunt the air 
Within the walls, 


Across the dim sun-dial a shadow crawls 
And creeps into the silent corner where 
The little fountain sang its madrigals, 


The bridal wreath remembers sunny hair, 

The yellow rose of Persia blooms and falls, 

And every petal’s presence lingers there 
Within the walls, 
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MIRAGE 


I cannot stay. Pleasant it is 
Here in the garden close 

Amid the fragrance of the pear, 
The presence of the rose --- 


But many a road, and many a trail, 
And many a winding way, 

And many a city in the sun 
Wait; and I cannot stay 


For thinking of far, purple isles, 
And painted island wings --- 

A tall ship in a blue lagoon --- 
A savage song that wrings 


My heart. And I must on 
Adown the southern sea 
To find that vanishing lagoon 

Of lapis lazuli, 


Strange, silent ship against the palms, 
Clear depths where mayhap lie 
Forgotten pearls and pirate rings 
In long security, 


White flower city in the sun, 
Blue waters of delight --. 

And oh, the tropic moon that lifts 
To meet the tropic night! 
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JUNE NIGHT 


Under my window Pierrot is singing, 
Cloaked by the warm, sweet night, 
And the crimson scent of the rose is clinging 
Close to his song’s slow flight ; 
“Here in the night great moths go flying, 
Seeking the low-hung moon -= 
Here in the night is a red rose sighing, 
‘Never another June!’ ” 


Under my window Pierrot is calling + 
“Night, and the red, red rose! 
And the fragile light from the young moon falling, 
And the thrill that the moth-wing knows! 
Here in the night dim flower faces 
Touch as the stray lights gleam — 
Here in the night a heart embraces 
A heart in a dream, a dream!” 


‘Under my window Pierrot is singing, 
And now, as the moth to the light, 
I know I must follow, winging, winging, 
Into the rose-mad night. ie 
“Care not now that the oe after, 
Now hangs the moon nab 








SONG FOR PIERROT 


When will you come again, Pierrot, 
When will you come again? 

How many waiting moons shall wane, 
How many blossoms blow 

Down autumn winds ere your step turne 

Back where my silver taper burns 
To light you home, Pierrot ? 


How many nights shall pass, Pierrot, 
How many nights shall pass, 
Before a step upon the grass, 
Before a song breathed low 
Shall wake my sleeping heart, and light 
A thousand candles on the night 
To burn for you, Pierrot ? 
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SAPPHO SPEAKS 


Pity it is men say that Sappho died, 
That Mitylene saw her eyelids close 
On life and loving, that no more her soul 
Draws deep delight when spring brings back her rose. 


Only the outward veil of me was rent. 
Sappho is fettered by no race or ciime; 


And when I shut my eyes to Lesbian shores 
i : » my singing for all time. . 


ppho” are not lost; 
omething near. 

nd all the while 
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pril winds 
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TO SAPPHO 


O, Lesbian singer, lift thy lids _ 

From sleep, and stretch white arms again 

To the wide beauty of the night. Thy roses rain 
Their misty scent upon the hour, 

Thy little crescent moon hangs high 
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Come, ere the rose be shattered and the young moon 
Fled beyond the cypress: tree. 
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Greece is not dead, r 
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ORPHEUS* SONG TO EURYDICE 
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DRYAD 


lam.a-diyad.--- lo! 

Dost:thou-not know me? 

Canst thou not see the laughter in mine eyes? 
That,.I once ‘borrowed from ‘a stream that ran 
Singing in sunlight near mine ancient dwelling, 
My dear; loved oak. 

The gladness in my voice? That came 
The goldemday I spoke = 
With Pan, 
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DREAMS 


Gladly I close the doors of day, and turn 
Through night’s dim, purple portals. Never noon 
Beheld such blossoms as this shadow-moon 
Hath brought to silver-petaled beauty. Urn 

Of legend brimming with far-fabled wine 

Never enclosed such amber drops as lie 

In these enchanted goblets. Sorcery 

Of strange song brings the heart its anodyne. 


Soft is the sheen of amethyst; subdued 

The splendor of blue opals; and pale fire 
Glimmers where priestess-lilies tall, aspire 

To touch the moon -- ethereal rainbow-hued. 
And oh, the fragrance of that star-sprung rose 
That past sleep's silver-shadowed portal blows! 
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